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IS INSCRIBED 



BY HIS 



AFFECTIONATE FATHEE. 



FTTTE THE EIEST. 



** Alas ! Leviathan is not so tamed, 
Laughed at, he laughs again." 



COWPER. 



jfvjik % fixBt 



ERRATA. 

Page 82, line 2, for '* exceeding old," read '* exceedingly old." 

f, 68, „ 8, for " Datura Stamonium," read '* Datura 
Stramonium." 



As the engine led — 
And Americans saji going ahead ; 
Boiler hissing— water steaming— 
Whistle screaming — 

* The Author's sister. 
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On — on — like Mazeppa lashed 
To his furious horse, on we dashed ; 
Companions dosy, 
Talking quite prosy. 
Dear me ! we shall soon have a shower,- 
Only see how dark the clouds lour — 
And here and there, 
"We came in for our share ; 
At length I could spy, 
A glimpse of blue sky, 
And we saw hill and dale. 

Enough to regale. 

The sleepiest eye 

Of the company. 
Shot on with amazing rapidity — 
Locked in — felt rather fidgetty — 
Eails like ribbands — could scarcely see 
Hanwell or houses, stations or tree, 

Bose, shamrock or thistle. 

Again heard the shrill whistle ; 
Where are we now ? 

At the station of Slough ; 
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Not the slough of despond, 
Eor not far beyond. 
Stands the Castle of Windsor, grey 
"With age — the reverse as they say. 
Of the Castle of Giant Despair, 
For waving there 
Aloft in the air. 
Floats over all that is lovely and fair. 
The Eoyal Standard of England ! 
Which for a thousand years, 
Has roused the British cheers, 
And has proudly waved 
O'er land and seas, 
O'er the storm and its rattle. 
And has nobly braved 

The battle. 
And the breeze ! 

Had a glorious view as I proudly strode 
Adown the Abingdon road. 
Of Oxford's famous city. 
And learned University ; 
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Eadcliffe dome — and I think so still — 

Appeared like St. Paul's from Forest Hill ; 

Vidi Oxon ! this then is Alma Mater ! 

Enchanting sight ! your Carissime Pater — 

In a moment more — Oh ! long sought crisis, — 

Enraptured stood upon the banks of Isis ! 

Passed the boat house, where the Collegiate boys, 
In pursuit of amusement and innocent joys. 
Indulge in broiled chickens, mushrooms with rich gravy, 
Saw their outrigger boats, — 
Their trousers and coats, — 

Enough to supply the Navy. 
Alas ! for the Parents, I pity them ! 
" Bem, rem, quocunque modo rem." 
Walked over a bridge — not the Bridge of Sighs — 
'Twas one full of joy to a stranger's eyes. 
And I'm pleased to acknowledge, 
Soon met with a College. 

This was highly delightful to me. 

One of the objects I came to see ; 

Alas ! I had no one to aid my search. 
But a youth informed me, it was called 
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ChristchHTch — 
And why may I not object to this name 
Upon principles muck. the same, 
As the gay .Cavaliers . . 
With their laughter and sneers, 
Their gibes and their jeers, 
And nasal twang rare tones, 
Did to old puritan Praise God Barebones* 
And yet the poor man was not much to blame. 
Let Churchmen ask him — "Who gave you that name ?" 
WeU what's in a rose, a name, or a smell ? 
Wolsey CoUege would have sounded as weU, 
Altho' it might smack of prelatic vanity. 
Yet I must confess, 
With assuredly less 
Of Cardinal profanity. 
Should that holy name be detached from the Church, 
And his feithful followers left in the lurch, 
May you, my dear son, be a member, — 
Not Puseyite — no dissemble] 
But a burning light, 
Shining bright, 
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Thro' trouble and tryst, 

Of the Church of Christ. 
Up Saint Aldate street I nimbly trod, 
Quaint houses with gables, ancient and odd, 
Asked the way to the Martyrs' memorial, 
That beautiful testimonial — 
To Piety, Truth, and Learning,— 

Gifts which Catholics repay with burning — 

To what was that feeling allied ? 

To jealousy, malice, and pride. 
Oh ! hateful maUgnity ! which consigned 
To devouring flames, the hoHest of mankind ! 
Blest monument to Christian memory dear, 
I gave thee all I could — a passing tear ! 
Eegained the noble High Street, 
Which to me was a splendid treat ; 
It seemed full of Colleges, Churches, and Halls, 
Enclosed within lofty magnificent walls. 
University's, AUsouls' and Queen's were there. 

And I thought I could spy 
On a pediment high 
Standing out in the sky, 
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With a jaunty air, 
Though I am no mythological scholar — 
The statue of Leigh Hunt's Apollo ! (ar) 
I next passed the Mitre, 
Drew my purse-strings tighter, 
Thought — had I been a Bishop 
What a feast they would dish up. 
Crossed over the way to the Angel fair : 

Alas ! that was worse, 
I had nothing to spare 
As I jingled my purse, 
And shrewdly suspected no Angel lived there. 
So I roamed about feeling quite at a loss, 
At length I resolved to put up with the Cross, 
The Commercial Inn — 
Which I thought would be merely a venial sin 
!For me to live in. 

As I walked deliberately staring about, 
I observed a few peeping Toms look out. 
They judged me correctly, as somewhat strange 
To their City, or taking a pretty long range, — 
Or a stout little gentleman given to change^ 
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But wHetlier or no they thought me a Preacher, 
Or a seedy poor Schoolmaster's seedier Teacher, 
Or whether they looked upon me as a Doctor 
Of Physic— or Law-^-or Divinity — 
Or Principal — ^Warden — or Proctor — 
Or Bachelor — or Fellow of Trinity — 

Or Professor of Poetry— in fine 
Or a meddler in that, or in any man's line. 
Was a fact, I could never divine. 
After half an hour's rest, 
I started refreshed, 
Passed the buildings all 
In search of the Hall, 
To me more interesting far. 
Than all the ancient Colleges are ; 
The haU of Edmund the Saint ! 
Eenowned for a taint 
Evangelical, 
But which when perfect in love 
Shining above. 
Shall then be known as 
Angelical ! 
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How shall I describe the pleasure I felt, 
I could almost have knelt— 
As I entered the porch, and turning an angle 

Stood in the Quadrangle, 
As I never before to Oxford had been, 
And seldom such grey old buildings had seen, 
I put on a bold face 
As I entered the place. 
And peered about for my Brother's room. 
When above my head 
I discovered a broom ! 
So with measured tread, 
I walked about 
In search of a scout. 
But no one came — 
To me much the same : 
And I afterwards heard, as Term approaches. 
They sweep out the chapels, gardens and porches. 
Tet to teU you the truth 
I met with a youth. 
And was happy to find 
Him exceedingly kind ; 
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He directed me where to go, 
And I soon ascertained all I wanted to know. 
As it was then getting dark, 
I quitted tHe Clerk, 
And speedily followed 
Thro' passages hallowed — 
Thro' cloister and grange — 
To me new and strange, 
Till I came to St. Mary's, 

The Church of vagaries — 
Of Pusey, Newman, and Ward, 

Those disciples of Laud. 
Over the porch I beheld the Virgin ! 
Proh pudor ! minus a nose ! 
An act I don't suppose 
That any honest man did, — 
Mi) yivovro' Heaven forbid I 
He would have sent instanter for a surgeon ; 
Poj Liston, Callaway, or Key, 
With Sir Benjamin Brodie, 
Who I've a professional notion, 
After due deliberation, 
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Altercation, 
Preparation, 
Eemuneration, 
Would have perfonned the operation 
Talicotian. 

Hark ! the chimes from some old tower 
Tinkling at this twilight hour. , 

Sweet they sound now swelling sweeter, 
Guide me to the Church of Peter 
The Saint in the East ; 
'Twill I hope prove to me a tranquil feast. 
Pleasant the sound to my weary ear, 
Announcing the house of devotion near : 
Now they rise — anon receding — I 
Thought them "beautiful exceedingly." 
I entered the Church and lowly knelt, 
Whilst a thrill of joy my bosom felt, 
And I grateftd suppressed an inward sigh, 
Tho' a tear of bliss gushed into my eye, 
!For I lifted my thoughts to Him on high ; 
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So bappy in being directed 
To bis temple, and witb otbers, protected, 
Prom all accident and alarm, 
From Eailway concussion, sudden deatb, and barm. — 
As I rose devoutly from my knees, 
And modestly opened my eyes, 

I was struck witb surprise, 
To see sucb a collection of painted keys ! 
I tbougbt of poor Peter, bow be would bave sigbed, 

Nay bitterly cried — 
At mementos of rasbness — denial — and pride ! 
Prayers concluded, tbe Priest fixed bis look 
Demurely on bis book. 

He tben commenced tbus, 
(Let us rebearse St. Mattbew, Cb. ix. tbe 9tb verse.) 
Beloved Bretbren, 
Wben any of us 
Tbe commandments would obey, 
And follow tbe rigbt way. 
We must do as did tbis man, 



TTTTB THE FIEST. 19 

Saint Matthew tHe Publican, 
That is — as far as any of us can. 

Hebrew lie wrote — ^not very pure. 
I venture such a hint, I'm not quite sure, 
For some affirm it was in Chaldean — 

Others in Syro-Aramean — 

Eeason he had to use this tongue, 

As native to those he lived among. 

Further it is useless to suppose. 

As probably no man living knows ; 

I should think that he could speak 

And write as well in Greek. 

On his history I need not dwell. 

As doubtless you know it weU, 

How Tax-gatherer he was made 

By the Eomans, who then swayed — 
Oh I sad abomination ! 

The prostrate Jewish nation. 

But he made a prudent choice 

When called by the Saviour's voice ; 

He at once renounced his treasures. 

His false weights, and his false measures, 

And let us hope, hia sinful ^\<b««^«?^. 
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He forsook his daily seat 

At the profitable receipt 

Of Custom, as was meet — 

Thus to crown the whole 

He delivered his soul, 

And received from the Lord 

His well merited reward. 

And for this — the sum and gist — 

He became an Evangelist. 
Not that he was ascetic or morose, 
He loved his friends, nor hated he his foes. 
He scorned not in pastime to indulge, 
Harmless and innocent delights — ^we judge 
That there are some of which we may partake, 
Eor health and recreation's sake. 
I might quote you several texts of such, 
As " be not righteous overmuch ;" 
Still we must follow his example, 
Of which I've given you a sample. 
We must be sensible of the beauty 
Of doing well our duty — 
We must aU do our faithful part 

To renovate the heart — 
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Strictly the Sacraments attend, 
And duly before the Altar bend : 
Examine well our hearts with careful search, 
And reverence our holy mother Church ; 
Her children we are if we obey, 
And do not from her ritual stray. 
Of schismatics most of all beware, 
And give ourselves to penance and to prayer. 
Let us forsake habitual sin, 
And keep our conscience in- 
nocent and pure, and then 
"We shall be truly happy. 

After this evangelical oration. 

He dismissed the congregation. 

Oh ! had this learned Clerk but read 

One of the Homilies instead, 

Or " Gloria in Excelsis" — or ** Laudamus" — 

Both glorious equally and famous, — 

Appointed to be sung or said — 

Than from the cranium of his head, 
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To ladle out from muddy pools 
Stagnant therein, such frigid rules 
Of Orthodox, and Puseyite schools ! 

Notwithstanding the Sermon so sweetly lipped, 
I regretted I had not seen the Crypt, 
Built on some antique Norman design, 
Which in ArchsBological phrase is divine. 

The stars were twinkling clear and bright, 
And the Moon was shining silvery white, 
And above my head was the milky way : 
Oh ! how I wished for the wings of a dove. 
Feathered with joy and hope and love, 

To soar aloft and to flee away ! 
There to join the heavenly chorus. 
With those who have gone before us. 
Yet still as I mused on the bliss to come, 
I mingled my thoughts with my own sweet home ; 
So I sallied forth on that self same night. 
With buoyant spirits and childish delight 
To hear Great Tom ; 
Bim, Bom ! Bim, Bom ! 
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Whose tone confounds 
All other sounds : 
Bim, Bom ! Bun, Bom ! 
Hist I now it has done 

One hundred and one : 
The number they say 
Of the Students who pay 
There — and study and pray. 
Was it to ridicule the solemn rite 
Of Baptism, when in the night 
Of Superstition, and of monkish yaniiy, 
That thou Great Tom wert christened ? 
When Monks and Prelates listened, 
Bim, Bom ! Bim, Bom ! 
Laudato Great Tom ! 
And thus — oh ! shocking profanity ! 
To raise a sneer at Christianity ? 
O pious men ! once more restore 
The sacred symbols as of yore. 
On with the cowl again and preach, 
Or from the test of old Durandus, teach 

The sacramental use of bells, 
On which that solemn driveler dwelk« 
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'' Bells are like preachers made of sounding brass : 

Most excellently good ! but let that pass — 
" The wood is the cross, on which they are hung, 
** The clapper is the preacher's tongue." 
Such bells are usually found 
When empty, to emit the noisiest sound. 



What Durandus writes is mere fudgi 
Burohell himself being judge. 



» 
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** A chield's amang ye taking notes, 
And, £utb, he'U prent it." 



Burns. 
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TwAS a lovely morning, the sky was bright, 
And the Sun was shining with all his might, 

For he loves a garish day — 

And well he may ; 
For throughout the day the magnificent sun, 
Looks down upon earth on all that is done, 
And sheds not a few regretful tears. 
O'er much that he sees, much more that he hears. 
Thus he proves by his tears he has cause to weep. 
Ere he close his vigilant eye in sleep ; 
Tet sometimes he takes an afternoon nap, 
Ere at night he draws on his black velvet cap. 
Studded with brilliants, rich and rare. 
Like the sparkling stars far up in the air ; 
But at eve he sits like a monarch proud, 
Enthroned on a purple and golden cloud ; 
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And ere lie retire he resigns his right 

To the pearly Moon, who rules the night, 

Gliding thro' myriads of stars, and tho' pale, 

Yet she resumes the marvellous tale, 

And writes in radiant characters abroad. 

The heavens declare the glory of the Lobd ! 

And the world might read it if it were not mad — Oh ! 

To Him, light is darkness— and the sun a shadow. 

Now see me walking with conscious pride 

Down Broad Street, with a G-uide by my side, 

PointiDg out a flat stone, and letting me know. 

That the Martyrs' ashes repose below. 

Passed Baliol College into Trinity G-ardens, 

And here I entreat a thousand pardons. 

If I cannot employ an appropriate phrase, 

To describe their paradisaical phase. 

Or sing in elegant verse their praise. 

Saw the remains of the City wall. 

Covered with ivy —their beeches tall — 

Saw — the antique circular towers. 

Now planted with dahlias, shrubs and flowers, — 
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Saw — ^two learned Pellows reading the news — 
Saw — their leafy aisle-like avenues — 
The Quide directed my excited attention 
To numerous objects too many to mention, 

Such as their various courts — 
Level bowling-greens useful for archery sports — 

And gymnastic acquirement— 
Their rooms for social retirement. — 
He related some anecdotes, none of the best, 
" Quffi nunc prescribere longum est." 

Then he dwelt on their glorious suppers — 
Waxlights, silver tankards and snuffers, 
Their feasts of peas and asparagus — 
Their wit — setting the table in a roar — 

Their chuckling o'er, 
Their "propria qusB maribus." — 
And as their glee ascended higher 
" Sera nunquam est," 
With triple fire 
Shouted the rest — 
" Ad bonos mores via." 
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"What with their wines and luxurious dinners, 

I much fear there are, 

Both here and elsewhere. 
Not a few very grave old sinners. 
I gazed on my Guide, he looked poor and needy- 
His well brushed coat was remarkably seedy, 
So I gave him all the silver I had got, 
How much the sum — deponent sayeth not. 

In the Library of Trinity. 
Out of an infinity 

Of ponderous tomes, I selected one, 

Pourteen or fifteen centuries old, 
Which Divines protest worth its weight in gold, 
And the Quarterly proves to be full of grave fun. 
Saint Chrysostom, he of the golden mouth, 
Who reproved the nymphs of the East or South, 
Females indeed of most exquisite form, 
But to our modest notions a little too warm, 
Like our own Opera girls, " csBteris paribus " — 
Por appearing in " puris naturalibus ;" 
Even as some of our own Poets boast, 
**Tben moat adorned when unadorned tli© moat " 



f-. 
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This most eloquent of Diocesans 
Constantinopolitan 
Metropolitan, 
In his Epistle to the Ephesians, 
When asked by a Benedict afraid of his life, 
Being blessed with a fierce and termagant wife. 
How he should treat her, 
If he might beat her. 
Since he found her as hot as mustard — 
Advised the innocent clown 
To smooth her down, 
She was only a little flustered. 
Saint Chrysostom never appears at a loss, 
Eor themes to address 
These modest profess- 
ing disciples of the Cross. 
See much in the same line 
Venerandissimi nominis, 
et sacratissimi hominis, 
Constantino. 
If such are the Fathers, one chapter of Paul, 
Or Peter, or James, is worth them all. 
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Passed on to New College, and there I was told. 
This same new College was exceeding old. 
Just under a gateway emerging, 
I looked up, and lo ! another Virgin, 
K'ot flesh and bone — 
But of good solid stone. 
And William de "Wykham, lowly kneeling 
To this Virgin, as dead to all feeling : 

Opposite was another 
Image, I took for his brother ; 
They called it an Angel, but it lacked the spirit, 
And was sadly deficient in merit. 
These were arranged stiff and starch, 
Ornamenting a Gothic arch. 
In the Chapel, safe under lock and key, 
I was permitted to see — 
O sight for heretic eyes ! 
Which I did with surprise. 

The Crozier or Crook — 
For I had not a book — 
Of that great Bishop builder. 
Florid carver and gilder. 
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Designer of convents, monastic seats, 
"With numerous mediaBval feats, 
And aU marmer of Popish things, 
Eor Cardinals, Bishops and Kings. 
That Architectural wight — 

Wlilliam tit 3ffi[$6]^am hight. 
Architect — 

For whom I feel profound respect, — 
Having formerly seen 
His "Winchester screen, 
Like ivory network bewitched, 
"With elegant carvings enriched. 
With canopies, flowers and fruits. 
And Bishops without any boots. 
Carrying croziers 

As slender as osiers, 

Stuck into small niches, 
With robes flowing over their breeches. 
Then oh ! what a beautiful chapel ! 

How can I grapple 
With such a gorgeous theme ! 
So like a mysterious dream — 
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How can a laymen scribe 
Such splendor describe ! 
How can I describe the sight 
Of windows with paintings so bright. 
Oh ! for the pen of a Puseyite ! 
Hues so artfully blended, 
In colours so brilliant and splendid. 
Bishops and virgins touched up and mended; 
Ancient paintings on glass, 
In colours we cannot surpass ; 
Here was a saint 
Blushing in paint. 
Her attitude awkward and quaint j 
Confessors in scarlet, purple or red. 
One was a Martyr carrying his head. 
Saint Catharine there, 
"With her auburn hair, 
I could not but feel, . 
As I gazed on her wheel: — 
Then the dim rainbow light 
Streaming thro' windows richly dight, 
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Q-othic tracery — fretted roof — 
Of its antique age a proof — 
How I wondered as I gazed 
^ Quite bewildered, and amazed ! 

And yet on the painted windows bright, 
Admitting a dim religious lights 
Through virgins and saints 
In brilliant paints. 
Were some characters not very clear, 
Many we could not — cannot revere — 
I certainly looked for St. Balaam and Ass, 
But I did not observe them emblazoned on glass, 
Altho' I was told that the light appears 
Supernatural quite, on the animal's ears. 
They shewed me it's fellow— I was not such a dunce 
But I knew at once 
Sir Joshua's rubicund face, 
Tho' I thought him decidedly out of his place; 
It appeared to me as tho* Jervais's light, 
I was led to suppose— 
Had produced Buda. a fright, 
That Sir Joshua's spectacles dropt off his nose : 
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And then to complete the fun, 
Jervais is trembling at what he has done^ 

A regular shaker — 
Staring like Eeynolds's undertaker. 

And truly he may, 

For I'm bold to say, 
The picture was painted at Vanity fSur, 
And egregious vanity placed it there. 

Examined the Theatre— then the Museum — 
Saw the heads of the GsBsars most happy to see 'em ; 
Though they are hideous, and not over dean, 
I was rather surprised to count them thirteen. 
Felt delighted to trace 
That magnificent place. 
Where King Charles held his court, 

"When amidst his sport, 
Cromwell, that surly and awfiil 

TJsurper unlawful ! 
With his Eoundheads red hot, 

Dashed into the spot. 
. "0 Cromwell! Cromwell! 
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Hadst thou but served thy" — King — 
That is by serving him 
As he did Prynne or Pym — 
It would have been a very different thing, 
'Nor would such regicidal blame, 
Have blackened thy great name. 
Alas ! alas ! what awful mischief sin does ! 
The unholy Eoundheads smashed the painted windows; 
Methinks I hear their ungodly laugh, 
As they scattered the painted priests like chaff, 
"With Master Henry Sherfield's Salisbury staff; 
Whilst now and then, amidst their scrimmage. 
Knocking off the nose or the head of an image ! 

Yet let me add with a dash of my pen, 
It was aU for the good of Sir Christopher Wren. 
No very great harm if it be a fact, 
Not that I praise the wanton act. 
But what think you of the Cromwells of Tahiti ? 
Who show neither churches nor converts pity ; 
What Churchman sympathises with them ? 
Save a few whom the Church Orthodox condemn. 
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Oh ! for the influence of a crozier or mitre — 
Of Philpotts, or Bloomfield, or Howley ; 
Oh ! for the pen of a ready writer — 
Of Milton, or Cowper, or Cowley, 
Kot to attract applause, 
But to aid Eeligion's cause. 

Now to the fact — 
Do you think I would act 
Like Agnes Strickland Miss, 
At whom true Protestants shaU hiss ; 
That Amazon who enters the lists 
With learned Controversialists, 
Shaking her head and doubtful locks. 
At the truth and evidence of Master Foxe : 
Fond of a racy bit of scandal. 
Striving to make a handle 
Of honest plain John Campbell. 
Praiser of monks in stuff and woollen — 
De&kmer- of sweet Anna Bullen — 
Aiming to do honour 
To the brutal Bonner — 
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Historical pretender. 
Unabashed defender, 
Oh ! why so nervously chary — 
Of that infamous Queen Mary. 
One epithet more I cannot suppress— 
Detractor of our good Queen Bess ! 

But hold I must forbear, 
I would not scandalize the fair, 
If I wound 'tis but to heal — 
Nor would I break St. Agnes on St. Catherine's wheel. 
Yet would I recommend the press, 
Notwithstanding her Protestant dress, 
To keep a sharp eye, and a strict hand, 
On sly Miss Agnes Strickland. 
One word more and I have done, 
And take it from an unknown one— 
If old— restrain thy tongue — 
Marry, if young — 
And train up children, as thou hast provision, 
In the nurture, and admonition 
Of the Lord ; 
An act I shall feel great pleasure to record : 
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Give not a too great license to thy pen — 
Not rake up old foundations built upon by Wren: 
Shun also Pugin — that demented 
Protestant cum Eomanist cemented— 

Patronized, and idolized 
By the Cambridge Camden Society, 

Of Tractarian notoriety. 

Visited the Library, and Gallery Bodleian, 
Stole a glance at the Yenus Medicean, 
Made a few judicious remarks I'm certain, 
On modesty — nudity — standing alone — 
On boldness — on the icy coldness of stone — 



And — o'er the rest I shall draw a curtain. 
What a contrast, between this sweet modelled lass 
And that great Earl of Pembroke in brass, 
The gift of some Aldermanic — ^alas ! 
Chancellor only for sixteen years ! 
What a huge brazen helmet covers his ears — 
Six feet two his gigantic height — 
Tall as Belzonis that man of might— 
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First of navvies ! chief navigator — 
Babel el Mulook's excavator — 
Who had perhaps never dreamt of the caves of Fingal, 
When he hired himself to the sleight of hand Gyngel — 
The necromancer of Croydon Fair — 
I remember him well, for I saw him there, 
With his flesh coloured tights, and his skin of a bear ; 
How astonished the country bumpkins were, 
As with his knotty club, and ponderous stalk. 

He made the platform tremble ; 
Lofty his mien, and majestic his walk. 

Like the great John Kemble ; 
Dreaming not he of Eameses or Eam's son — 
As he strutted about, the 
Patagonian Samson ! 
Stopped there a long time, tho* I'd not much to lose. 
Saw the G^reat Iron Duke in japanned leather shoes : 
Saw the original Cecil Lord Burleigh, 
Like his mule half and half, and looking as surly : 
Saw the statue of good old Protestant Eldon — 
To my taste and mind exceedingly well done. 



42 THBEE DATS AT OXEOBD. 

In the Chapel of All Souls a short time I spent, 
Saw much to admire, much more to lament — 
Eaphael Mengs' beautiful picture, 
I cannot let pass without stricture ; 

Whose heart is so cold. 

So torpid and old, 

Not to glow to behold. 
That face of most exquisite beauty — 
Eloquent of love, surprise and gratitude. 
Her meek demeanor, her graceful attitude, 
So devout— so becoming her duty — 
On that other figure, I dared not look. 
To that ** likeness " I could not raise 
An eye, not even in silent praise. 
For I thought of the words of the Holy Book, 
See Exodus XX., and the fourth verse — 
Not one line of which I intend to rehearse^ 
Eead it yourselves and ponder and search — 
The Commandments are binding on every Church — 
If Eomanists pervert and wrest the same 
To their own destruction — ^let them bear the blame. 
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Tripod of Corinth ! out of my sight, 

What fellowship has the darkness of heathen night, 

With the glorious Church of the children of Light ! 

I presume we may 

In the present day, 
Indulge in all kinds of Idolatry, 

Including Mariolatry — 
Excepting only Bibliolatry — 
Yet I beg to apprise our Oxford youth, 
" The Book" is the treasury of Spirit and Truth. 
Sir Hudibras, or thou of the Bear and Fiddle — 
If thou had'st been bom in the middle 
Of the nineteenth century, enlightened age ! 
Would'st thou have gone on a pilgrimage 

To Cologne ? 
Where that splendid erection of holy stone 

Is now to be shewn ? 
Patriarchs, Prophets, Virgins, and Saints, 
Emblazoned on glass in the richest of paints, 
Bishops and Priests all picked out in stone. 
Enough to make Protestant Christians groan, 
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Are exhibited daily within 
That magnificent Palace of Sin, 
And Idolatry — and now may be seen — 

In that Queen 

Of Cathedrals 

Cologne ! 

The Quarterly, solemn and grave. 
Very properly laughs at the garment of Treves ; 

One shred of the Holy Coat, 
Is enough to choke him, and sticks in his throat : 
Yet he bolts with ease that huge mass of stone, 

The Cathedral of Cologne ! 
Yet what says a wiser than Daniel or Samuel ? 
" Ye strain at a gnat and swallow a camel." 

Alas ! alas ! the day will come, 
Not very far off, according to some — 
See Elliot and others, and good Bickersteth, 
Who when I last heard him was weak in his breath- 
When all who worship idols like Dagon, — 
Hindoo or English, Eoman or Pagan, 
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More especially mystical Babylon — 
A fact I leave learned Doctors to cavil on— 
Shall be rolled together in one huge mass, 
And that fearful prophecy come to pass, 
Babylon ! that Great City ! alas ! alas ! 
And oh ! what an awful sight it will be ! — 

Her sentence is pass'd— 
Come out of her, my people, let her alone — 
Shall be cast 
Like a stone. 

Into the bottomless sea ! 



PYTTE THE THIED. 



" As I walked through the wilderness of this world, I lighted 
on a certain place where was a den, and I laid me down in 
that place to sleep, and as I slept, I dreamed a dream." 

John Buntan. 
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Having been through the day much amused, 
I had retired not a little confused, 

Though I tossed on each side^ 
Yet rest was denied, 
For through the night-long ; 
I heard every song, 
And alas ! that licentious mirth, 
To which wine and singing give birth. 
And language which the guilty heart disgorges. 
In riotous Bacchanalian Orgies, 
At length I reposed, • 
Or slightly dosed ; 
At last as day was dawning 
On revelry and yawning. 
Some relief met my ear, 
As I heard the last cheer, 
" And we won't go home till morning, 
" We won't go home till morning." 
Whether I wept, 
Or whether I slept, 
I scarcely can tell, 
But I remember well, 
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I was roused by the cry of Fire ! fire ! where P 

" Look up in the air." 
And I certainly saw a very strong glare. 
In an instant of time I was on my feet, 
In a moment more I was in the street, 

Following along 

A very dense throng, 
Till we reached the Martyrs' memorial. 
See ** Sketch in the Times Pictorial,*'-^ 
And there I beheld a terrific sight. 
Enough to produce a sensible fright, 

For methought I saw 

With the deepest awe, 
Around the pile of the Martyrs three, 
Dancing with most exuberant glee, 
Thousands of Bishops, Priests, and Kings, 
Monks and Nuns, and their underlings, 

All of the line 

Of Constantine. 
Friars of every name and degree. 
Black, white, and grey, with their trumpery, 
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In mitre and cap, in cowl and hood, 
Carrying crosses made of the genuine wood ; 

Prelates in red, others in black, 
"With crosses of every hue on the back ; 
Orders and ranks were all confounded. 
This motley crew the Martyrs surrounded. 
Chanting an Anthem solemn and glorious, 
Like that which I heard at the Cross uproarious, 

'* O'er all victorious," 
Yet inflated with rank Papistical leaven, 
'Not addressedfor our Queen, but to their Queen of heaven. 

Multitudes there of every nation, 
Assembled to witness the conflagration. 
And to prove their malice did not slacken, 
Whilst Protestant Saints they could blacken. 
Elocking together came sons and daughters. 
Their noise like the rushing of mighty waters, 

Or the loud and lashing roar 
Of multitudinous waves on the vexed shore. 

Lightnings flashed above my head. 

Glaring with crimson scarlet and red, 
And a scorching sulphurous glow they shed ; 
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There were ranges of seats like a huge Coloseum, 
Eank above rank till you could not see 'em, 
All the great Gsesars, twelve were there, 

Seated each in a fiery chair, 
Another appeared^ 
With a burning beard, 
And woe is me ! he was fearful to see. 
For he seemed to fill a distinguished place, 
And the rest bowed down before his face. 
Thousands of Bibles had been collected — 
Thousands of Protestant works selected — 
Eeligious Tracts had not been neglected — 
All these were burning around the pyre, 
The fiames ascending higher and higher : 
What a glorious sight for the new Pope Pius, 
Who nathless will strain his best to belie us ; 

Faggots were there. 
Barrels of pitch to add to the flare, 
And I afterwards heard that St. Hildebrand^ 
From a novice had snatched a flaming brand, 
And waving it high intensely delighted, 

The Eomanist bonfire ignited. 
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For this novice, no novice in sin, 
Was steeped in deception up to his chin ; 
St. Hildebrand noticed the Catholic merit 
Of this noviciate swell, 
And had soaked him well, 
In the ec-clesiastical spirit. 
As sinners imagine that no eye can see 'em, 
And as crime in the darkness of midnight walks. 
He had broken into the Oxford Museum, 
And had stolen the lanthom of Guy Fawkes* 
Bonner was there with glozing stare, 

His crown shaven and bare. 
And as the light illumined the night, 

Laughing outright ; 
Blythe as a clown at a country wake. 
Only wishing, again 
They were bound with a chain. 
And blazing away at the stake. 
Then arose such a cry — ^loud, joyous, and high, 
Such as never before was heard, and no more, 
Shall mortal hear. 
Whilst dweUing here, 
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Till the kfit great Trumpet shall sound. 
And shake the welkin around. 
The fearful crowd together thronged, 
As the distant hills the echo prolonged. 
Then followed a silence — ^awful — ^profound — 
And a breathless alarm ensued for a time — 
Such as murderers feel on completing a crime. 
The horrible crew, apparelled in blue, 
Eed, scarlet and green, such as are seen, 

On windows dight. 

In colours bright. 
Such as Monks, Confessors, Virgins and Saints, 
Emblazoned on glass in the richest of paints, 
All seemed to have left their chapels holy, 
Sick of jaundiced melancholy. 
Popes, Cardinals, Monks, and Friars, 
Jesuitical Priests, and notorious liars, 
Were amusing themselves in feeding the flame, 
And alas ! alas ! what a burning shame ! 
Their Housekeepers, Nephews and Nieces, 
Were employed in tearing the Bible to pieces. 
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The flames kept rising higher and higher, 

Shooting up like a raging flre, 

And licking around and around the pyre. 

Then the pealing of Oi^ans deep and clear, 

Struck with a mighty crash on my ear ; 

Notes loud enougli to teach Great Tom a tone, 

Now whispered soffe as the Android Automaton, 

That scandalous libel on human speech, 

Tho' I've heard I am sure many Androids preach.- 

Such myriads were never assembled before, 

More than the Greeks on the Trojan shore, 

More than the leaves in Yallambrosa, 

Or flakes, of snow on Chimborazo, 

Where some splendid collections of snows are, 

If you visit the spot you will find they are so. 

Satan was there on a trip from Zion, 

Eampant about like a roaring lion. 

Tormenting all enthralled in his power. 

Seeking victims whom he may devour. 

There the infidel Strauss witb his Leben of myth, 

Budhism, Hindooism, mingled up with 
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Atheistical cant — what GhriBtian dare look 
Within such an infamous blasphemous book. 
Himself of the herd of the Epicureans, 
Soasts — as the noblest of the noble Bereans : 
Ejiows he not the spirit he most resembles, 
Satan ? aye the Devil believes and trembles. 
There were thousands of painted Jezebels, 
Whose feet lead down to the lowest hells. 
Lament, ye Sensualists, ye may howl and weep, 
Beneath those lowest hells there is a lower deep. 
Then I saw that the twelve great CsBsars beckoned 
With familiar grace to Charles the Second, 
Who joined the circle with sweet Nell Gwynne, 
One of his dear companions in sin ; 
And distinctly I saw by the light of the flames, 
His beloved brother, the second King James ; 
And a female author — how I wish you had seen her 
Parading about with her saint-like Modena. 
Cruel Jefi^es was there, as drunk as a judge. 
They ordered him off, but he would not budge; 
He conducted himself with such gross impropriety, 
He was really too bad for their rakish society. 



58 THREE Pi.Y8 AT OXFOBD. 

On that awful night what myriads assembled. 

Where if any were holy the holiest trembled : 

All around was laughing, ogling, gallanting — 

Thousands of choristers singing and chanting. 

With their long naked throats, scraggy and skinny^ 

Screaming away like Signora SquaUini, 

Holy words without any devotion. 

Of which Oratorios afford a good notion. 

Where the name of the Holiest of aU, 

Before whose throne, e'en Angels fall. 

And his holy Scriptures no reverence gain, 

'Tis enough to occasion Cherubim pain — 

!N'ay less attention obtain, 

Than Paternoster Bow, 

Or Ave Maria Lane. 
Would I possessed the eloquence of a GrenviUe, 
Or the splendid talents of Henry Melvill, 
That I might lash those efforts I utterly abhor, 
Whilst I grieve for the men, nay pity them, 

I boldly condemn, 
Such daring composers as Spohr. 
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There were crowds of rank Socinians and Arians, . 

Jesuits, Puseyites, Jews, and Tractarians ; 

No poor in spirit — myriads of rich — 

Their ungodly gains sticking to them like pitch. 

Hyde was there, as I knew by his dress, 

Por his robes were stamped with the Clarendon press • 

Luther the great Beformer approached, 

But when he appeared they knew he encroached, 

For what with his Cons, and what with his Trans, 

The vast assembly held up their hands. 

So they voted against him — nemine con — 

And started him off to Apollyon, 

In Greek — in the Hebrew tongue Abaddon. 

He was glad to retire with D'Aubigny, 

A sight I was highly delighted to see. 

They gnashed their teeth and they shook their fists, 

At Wesleyans, Baptists, and Calvinists, 

And all whom they chose to call Methodists — 

But oh I they reserved their deadliest knocks, 

Por the head of that glorious Beformer John Boiox* 

None were admitted but Bunyan's flesh-pleasers, 

No Sion Pilgrims — ^no Ebenezers — 
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"No Eomainists from Suny Chapel — 
None from the unsightly Tabernacle — 
"No saint-like followers of Rowland Hill, 
Who tho' dead yet in memory liveth still — 
No lowly fishermen with heavenly tackle. 
Their hearts overflowing with heavenly graces — 
Dared there to shew their puritanical faces. 
'No Schismatics, from Church Apostolical — 
No Dissenters, from Church Symbolical — 
No Evangelicals, like the mild Basil Woodd, 
To whom I'm indebted for all that is good. 
Thus I've stated a few truths, and one more I can- 
I did not observe one Edmund Hall man. 
Myriads had met for congratulation. 

And mutual exultation. 
And to keep up their reputation : 
All who delighted in persecution, 
Erenchman — Italian— Spaniard — and Eussian — 
Many old people in Respirators — 
Crowds of Baptismal Regenerators — 
Some few Quakers in very tight gaiters — 
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Many were there still living below, 
As those who depend on them very weU know : 
Many were there whom I sadly lament— 
Many I would not misrepresent — 
Many of whom I knew not their names- 
Some I had seen in splendid gilt firames— 
Many old female red-hot Salamanders, 
Vomiting scandal and lying slanders — 
Their fiery tempers continuing the same. 
But hotter and hotter as nearer the flame : 
There were crowds of listeners standing by. 
Of whomsoever loveth and maketh a lie, 
"With Doctors, and Proctors, Musicians, 

Physicians, Politicians — 
Many a proud pettifogging Attorney— 
These stood aloof. 
As a notable proof 
Of how "facile est descensus Avemi." 
There was holy water enough to float us. 
Sprinkled about by the famous Duns Scotus ; 
Such music as ears Babylonian would suit. 
Comet and sackbut, dulcimer and flute — 



V 



62 THREE DATS AT OXFOBD. 

There was the mighty and active Belzoni. 

Piguranting away with Mam'selle Taglioni, 

St. Agnes retired to a cloister dark, 

Flinging away in a " cutty sark," 

Whilst the fiends were blowing fiist and furiously. 

As Eobby Bums describes so curiously, — 

Sir James Thomhill too 

Came across my view, 
Peering about with a face of gloom, 
In search of a recently opened tomb 
It seems he discovered a Mitre of gold, 
Both cloven and brilliant to behold. 

Charmed beyond measure. 

He confided the treasure 
To an Angel — but whether an Angel of light. 
Or of darkness as black as the blackest night — 

Alas ! alas ! oh awful presumption ! 
He quickly beheld its assumption. 
And it vanished with Chichele out of his sight. 
As I watched its progress — over my head, 
The Mitre of Exeter, heavy as lead 
I observed, creating unusual dread : 



TYTTB THE THIED. 63 

Yet it veered like a straw to the practised eye, 

Watching its antic gyrations on high, 

It changed its side — then speedily rose. 

Obedient to every wind that blows — 

And rapidly turning round and round, 

Like a weathercock — suddenly fell to the ground, 

There were various persons dress'd all in black, 

And I noticed stamped on each one's back, 

"What I had not believed had it not been a fact — 

The Eoman Numeral of each Oxford Tract : 

Number XC. looked exceedingly blue 

And grim, as tho' he had swallowed some rue, 

Por adhering to Eome and her errors like glue ; 

I gazed on his face, and as I am a true man — 

By gradual degrees it developed Newman*! - 

Then I thought I perceived, 

And as I believed, 
Gresley and Oakley, smiling applaud 

Papistical Laud. 
I noticed a student, affected and proud, 
Whom I knew at once, and his name was Froude, 
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He approached the pile with a bundle of fuel, 
And cast into the flames the writings of Jewel ! 
Then he sneaked away, and mixed with the crowd, 
Devoutly musing on bread and butter — 
Sneering at Missions and the Saints of Calcutta.-* 
The curate of Leamington drew near, but such 
"Was the fear of one sex,that they shrunk from his touch. 
And I noticed a modest young servant maid 
Slip past him all shuddering, half afraid- 
Although he appeared so very demure. 
She seemed to consider him not over pure. 
Himself a mere sink of sinful pollution. 
Yet the channel of grace and of absolution ! 
Such were the men, I'd venture a guinea, 

Who first with Popery curst, 

Calumniated Binney. 
There Westminster's great geological Dean, 
Hammering away at the stone was seen. 
Desirous of ascertaining its date, 
And dotting the millions down on his slate, 
Whilst a spirit was whispering into his ears. 
That a day was as long as a thousand years — 
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Like many more Deans fond of plurality. 
Then I met my old friend Doctor Duality, 
He slipt on one side, but I saw him again, 
And I hope with the sinister half of my brain — 
Which, according to him, is a trifle insane. 
There Southey, the author of ** Judgment a Vision," 
Met with a priest of determined decision, 
For he made the poor Laureat sink on his knees. 
And absolved him on kissing St. Peter's true keys. 
Don Juan and Shelley he cut very cool, 
He considered them imps of the Satanic school — 
Then Nelson he met whom he covered with glory. 
And warlike archpriests renowned in old story. 
But "Wesley, and Bunyan, he sought for in vain, 
He had voted them both — fanatic — ^insane — 
Then Talkative hailed him, and Ignorance called, 
Both as Chancellor eager to have him install'd. 
Limping along came the scomfiil Lord Byron, 
With his womanish hand and his heart of iron ; 
Talking lewdly with Sterne, just such another. 
Weeping o'er a dead Ass — yetneglecting his Mother — 

E 
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Crabbe was there with a sorrowful face, 
Only wishing he had been a " Babe of Gbace," 
With some dripping young imps picked out of the Isis, 
Little dreaming of such an unfortunate crisis — 
Sporting their vast Theological knowledge, 
Sy boasting of Christ's and Jesus' College. 
Strutting along came those two precious chickens, 
Sir E. Sulwer Lytton, and Mr. Charles Dickens, 
Proud and conceited as two little cock Bantams — 

Their religion, if any, 

Like that of the many — 
Or their own hideous Prankenstein phantoms, 
Oxford's great Light — ^with his brothers ? of course-^ 
Though I looked in vain for the " good" Wilberforce — 
I knew at first sight by the cut of his hat, 
Apron silken— 'Slippeiy gait — ^and all that— 
Washaranguing a crowd who stood wond'ring andmute. 
Soothed by the silvery tones of his flute, 
Like the Indian snake juggler precisely — 
Charming deaf adders never so wisely. 
Then attended in state, tho' last not late. 
Came his Eminence, the great 
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Cardinal Wiseman ! 
That polemical Bomanist prizeman : 

As he strode thro' the crowd, 

He obsequiously bowed, 
Bestowing around amidst bowings profound, 

Down to the ground, 

The blandest of smiles ; 
Yet concealing within — his heart of sin — 

Jesuitical wiles. 
Now I saw by the light of the conflagration. 
They had filled up the cup of abomination, 

And another cup ending in nation, 

Vide, the Book of Eevelation— 
And had drunk to intoxication. 
Then arose such a horrible frightful uproar, 
. Such as Hades itself never heard before ; 
Tumults and screamings, piercing and shrill, 
Ee-echoed like thunder from Shotover Hill, 

QuarreUings, swellings, 

Howlings and yellmga- 
Meteors bursting in the air, 
Shedding a lurid, livid glare, ' 
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Thunders crashing — 
Lightnings flashing — 
Smoke of cigars— of Datura Stamonium— 
Qooi for the breath, 
Or a passport to death — 
Filled the vault of this vast 
Pandemonium ! 
Above this thronged assembly, as high 

As Cassiopeia in the sky, 
A glorious company — all clothed in white — 
Of Martyrs and Saints, and lovers of Eight- 

eousness — all happy and bless'd — 
All who have entered into their rest — 
Looked down on the scene 
In peace, quite serene : 
The company such as it should be select- 
None were there but the Church elect — 
A peculiar people— a holy nation — 
Denizens of a City, which hath a foundation. 
And impregnable walls of Salvation. 
Then methought I caught, a transient gleam 
Of the Saints, whom the Saviour came to redeem. 
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From Adam in one continuous stream, 
Mowing on through the open gates of Praise, . 
Into the Temple within — all light — 
So intensely bright- 
Darkening the splendour of the Sun's blazing rays. . 
Por the light thereof is the light of the Lamb — 
The Son of the living God — the Great 
I am! 
But the sight I considered most wondrous of all, 
Was to see a great cloud as black as a pall, 
Spread over the head of the horrible crew, 
So utterly dark that they could not see through. 
Like the one which on ancient Egypt fell, 
To them, it was dark as the darkness of hell. 
But above it was bright, 
With most dazzling white, 
To the ransomed Saints all dwelling in light. 
It reached the spot where the Martyrs blest. 
Meekly and gently their footsteps press'd. 
Whence suddenly moving I saw them ascend, 
And a Chorus of Angels on them attend, 
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Melodious music— holy tnd sweet — 
Such as for Heaven alone is meet^- 

Burst from their golden harps ; 
The celestial harmony my ear retaineth, 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! 
For the Lord Qtod omnipotent 
Beigneth ! 
Upwards the holy Martyrs sped, 
Palms in each hand — a Crown on each head — 
i^rrayed in fine linen pure and clean» 
Such as in heavenly glory is seen — 
Then as they glided into the sky, 
I shouted aloud in an ecstacy> 

Holy Lambert* s dying cry I 
In an instant the !Furies on me ran, 
Howling out " heretic !'* " Puritan !" 
Uttering horrible blasphemous names, 
Some screaming out—** Pitch him into the flames "• 
I stood, tho' I felt some natural fear, 
Determined to sell my destruction dear, 
But I chanced to glance my head aside, 
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When an arrow from Satan pierced my side. 

Alas ! cotdd it be presumptuous pride ? 

I felt I had received a deadly wound, 

Yet still pressing on, tho' I almost swooned, 

I thought of my helmet, my sword, and my shield— 

My breastplate and girdle — oh why should I yield ! 

O Immanuel Great-Captain 1 wert thou not at hand, 

What soul in the hour of peril could stand P 

save me ! defend me ! though wounded and weak. 

To thee our Eedeemer Almighty I seek ! 

On thee, O thou Saviour of sinners ! I caU — 

If I stumble — Oh ! let me not utterly fell ! 

Just then^ as they seized me, I uttered a scream, 

And awoke — and behold it was a dream. 



Jfinh. 



/ 



^OBtHcriyt. 



Oxford, 25th Sept. 1846. 

My very dear Son, 

When I first begun. 
Could I have foreseen the end, I 
Would not have persisted, 
But wovld have resisted. 
This itchy *' cacoethes scribendi." 
In my grave profession, 
I learn many a lesson. 
And I am oft taught the insanity 
Of neglecting Christianity ; 
Of dismissing from the mind far avray. 
The solemn thoughts of a Judgment day ; 
The vrorld may say, I am saucy and bold — 
For this ** fast" age and times much too old — 
But 'tis now many years, 
Since I first braved its sneers — 
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I have counted the cost, 
And have gained more than I've lost. 
Having with love of classic ground been smitten, 
What I have witnessed and dreamed, I have written 

In a letter to you, 
Prom the learned U- 
niversity of 
Oxford. 

TOIJB AFFECTIONATE PaTHEE. 



